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One Death Is A Tragedy 


Author's Notes: 
So, this is the first fanfic thing | have ever written. There isnt much as far as plot goes. Its mostly just 
what's going through Jack's head. Hopefully there are other Great White fans out there because | love these 


guys and you may see more from me in the future. Enjoy. 


100 dead, 230 injured. Who cares? Stalin was right. One death is a tragedy. 100 is just a stat. 

Life goes on Its not like | can do anything to change what happened. None of us can. | don't know why everyone 
is making such a big deal of it. We're still Great White. We still have Once Bitten, Twice Shy. We are still going 
to tour in the summer. What more do you want? 


It's not even like he was our original guitarist. 


This doesn't seem like something to arrest our manager over either. Twenty years from now, no one will 


remember this happened. It's not even big enough to make history books or anything. 


| look down to see myself playing with one of Ty's picks. | don't remember picking it up, but I'm not suprised. 
My hands seem to have a mind of their own these days. 


The pick is a light blue colour with a geometric pattern of two interlacing triangles. Simple as it is, it was his 
favourite. | am not sure why he loved it so much, but he did and made sure to always have it on him. 


Well, almost always. 


Ty had forgotten it at the room that night. He almost made me drive back to get it, but our manager insisted 
we were going to be late for the show if | did, so we went on without it. He had plenty other picks anyway. 


| feel tears escaping down my cheeks and suddenly | let out a scream and with a burst of adrenaline, throw 


the pick as hard as | can. It hits the wall above my dresser and then bounces off somewhere into my abyss 


of a room. 

Who am | kidding? 

The Station Fire ruined me. 

This was all my fault. It was my idea to use fireworks. 
| killed Ty. 


But not only him. So many other people died At my concert. Because of one careless mistake. Hundreds of lives 


were affected, maybe more. Because of me. 
Stalin is wrong. This isn't a stat. This is a tragedy, far worse than if only one person died. 
| can't go on pretending anymore. 


Hundreds of people hate me for it. They think | am heartless because | tried to look the other way, pretend it 
didn't happen. 


But what do they expect me to do? How on Earth am | supposed to talk about this? Its so much easier to 
ignore it. That doesn't mean | don't care. That doesn't mean this doesn't haunt me. No matter how hard | try, | 
can't block it out completely. | was there too. | lost someone | loved too. 

| am bawling my eyes out now. 


No matter how hard | try, | find myself in this place every night. 


| had only known Ty a few years, but he was my best friend in the whole world. Even as Mark and Audie 


drifted away from me, Ty was by my side with a smile and a warm embrace. | can hardly remember life 


before him to be able to survive life after him. Sometimes | find it difficult to believe Ty wasn't the one on 
guitar throughout the 80s or 0s. 


| can't imagine how many people are in the same place as me right now because of that cursed night. And it's 


all my foult. 


| can still hear the screams, see the smoke, feel the heat as if | were there. And | just walked out the door. It 


was that easy. 
Sometimes | wish it was me who died in the fire. 
| reach down the side of my bed and shove things aside until | pull up a bottle of Jack Daniels. 


My new best friend We just fit perfectly together. We even share the same first name. No matter what 


happens, | know Jack will never leave me. Our bond is sacred. 


| down the bottle as quickly as | can. | just want to pass out and forget everything. Tomorrow I'll go back to 
pretending it's not real, but for now | just need it to go away. 


~Fin~ 


